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Author's Notes: 
As always, inspired by a conversation with Cat. 


"James, do you love me?" 

It was a question that popped into Lars' mind every so often, not that his tall blond-headed friend usually gave 
him very much reason to doubt him; but it still would always struggle around in his brain like a bird trying to 
fly, all screams and frantic wingspans fluttering across edges of his skull. He knew the answer: Yes, he loves 
me. But the question that remained was always, but how? 

Was it the way Lars needed? 


This time when Lars asked, he wasn't sure James was awake, his back pressed to his friend's slowly breathing 
chest, a strong arm thrown over his small side. 


He sat and waited and listened as he stroked small infinity symbols into James' outstretched wrist in front of 


his face. 

The only response was small snores. 

The infinty symbols turned into anxious drumming with Lars’ fingertips. 
"James?" 

Asleep. 

"Hey. James." He flicked lightly at James’ knuckle. He stirred 

‘Mmwh?" the man laying behind him mumbled. 

"Are you awake?" 

"No" 


His voice sounded rough and tired. Lars smiled safely to himself at that voice he always loved to hear. The 
tired and unguarded one only he got to hear these days. 


"Do you love me?" Lars' small voice seemed almost out of place in the big quiet room. For as much as he 


questioned, he never asked. It was one of the very few times he took it to the surface to James. 


"Uh," James mumbled again, waking up now if he wasn't before. He paused to watch Lars’ hand sneak into the 
opening his own hand left beneath its thumb, for the millionth time, as if it were some secret passageway only 
Lars knew. "Yeah." 


Lars didn't say anything that time, just waited Waited for James to do something. And almost out of habit, 
James reached his fingers out to capture Lars’, bringing his smaller fingers to rest snugly between his own. 
Watched as James slowly began to stroke his knuckles with his thumb, as a paintbrush strokes a canvas to 
slowly reveal a portrait of affection. It was something James was learning that he'd have to build again every 
day. It wasn't a simple ink on paper magazine clipping you could put up and move and put up again, but an 
effort made every waking moment to be there and not to be closed. So he lay there and painted Lars’ knuckles 


and hoped Lars could see that he had been honest. 


And Lars thought on how, yes, he knew James loved him, cared for him more than he had anyone else. He'd 
told him. But even if he hadn't, it was there in the way James would break down his walls for him. The way he 
would stay with him so long without pushing him away, or by always trying to pull him back when he sensed 
Lars may have had enough (though he'd never let himself be pushed away). It was even there in simple 
mornings like this, where Lars would wake to find that James’ strong arms hadn't left him throughout the 
night, that he was permitted to be there in those arms at all. It was true that the Mighty Hetfield, king of all 


that was ugly and mean, had a soft spot for his best friend, and it almost seemed nurturing and protective. 


Lars didn't doubt it. 


Was it more than friendship? He didn't know. He'd ask later. But .. and then he closed his eyes peacefully when 
James settled closer to him .. He didn't want to disturb that morning just yet. 


Author's Notes: 
| just wanted to throw in how | imagine James felt, from his side if things. 


There was life in those fingertips that caressed my arm, a nurturing love that granted me peace. 


| look into his eyes and all he says is, "Hey." But | know where we'd been, everything he'd done for me, all of his 


care and affection and strength over the years reflected in his green eyes that never seemed to change. 
We are still young. 


| know in the future we'll be old, maybe gone. | know in the past that I'd faced the possibility of an empty and 
all-consuming loneliness that was isolation and hate. | can still remember those days where | sat staring at the 
ground and wondering, is this it? Seeing absolute nothingness in my path as | closed myself away from 
everything. 


| can remember those days, but | can no longer taste the bitter pain 
Lars taps my arm and | guess he noticed me spacing out. "You all right?" 


| never thought I'd answer yes to that question, but there | was, nodding. His fingers return to their caressing 


and | look again into his eyes. 
We are still young 


When he askes me if | love him, it's hard to say yes. Not because | even need to think about an answer. But 


because sometimes I'm overwhelmed by the lack of words there are in this small world to express how much 


| do. And maybe I'm afraid to think about them all. 


| know that life is unpredictable. Maybe one day things will change. Maybe we'll get married, to other people, 
and have kids with them. Maybe he'll move back to Denmark and tell me he's tired of being in Metallica Maybe 


something entirely unexpected will happen. | don't know. 


But still ! look into his eyes and he looks back, unafraid, letting me take in every eyelash, every corner of his 
irises, every speck of gold-brown and every little refraction of pale morning light, and | feel life pouring into 
me. Because | know that whatever happens between us, nothing will erase the years he saved me from 


throwing away. | will love him forever. 


And maybe it's a lot to say so soon because, after all, we are still young. 


But | know that he has already saved me. 


